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Summary:
They've known from the start that they belong to each other.

Notes:
Vaguely based in the decay route. As such, please expect dark themes and read with caution. I don't really like to romanticize these kinds of things, so the vibes are a bit grotesque and disturbing, though mostly suggested and implied rather than outright portrayed. You've been warned.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
It's all relief, the way his hands shake every second he brings his fingers down, slowly, carefully, like he can't decide if he should stop, shouldn't. He's always like that– concerned with what he's doing and what that makes him when he'll just give in anyway. Blaming you, of course, 'cause it has to be someone's fault. You have to bend his knees and make him kneel, make him the poor, helpless victim who couldn't possibly do anything even slightly unconscionable or immoral, all while he buries into you, grabs hard and fast and makes your skin bruise with the unforgiving touch of a man that has nothing left to give, lose. Your brother's just a spineless coward like that. 

 

Your face feels numb as you stare at him above you. His eyebrows are twisted together, in mock agony as he holds your hip in his palm, feeling the bareness of it and how your bone juts out, sharp and edged and maybe it hurts him, maybe it cuts him deep and makes him bleed. Makes him want to scream. But he's quiet, has been since you woke up with him beside you, arms closing tight around you like the bars of a cage collapsing inwards. Neither of you are particularly warm, months of starvation and malnutrition gnawing away any qualities you might've had before that made you seem human enough. You would joke about it if your brother showed any signs of being bothered by that. You tried, actually. He didn't even look at you. 

 

"Ashley," Andrew whispers, as though it wasn't just the two of you, as if someone would hear– see, as if anyone would be able to muster a single shit if they knew. You roll your eyes and sigh, a breath too long and heavy in the dark, devoid, all but atrophied room surrounding just you and your brother. 

 

"What? What're you gonna complain about now?" 

 

You wait. And you wait, but he doesn't respond. His hair is all over his face, head bowed so you can't make out whatever expression he's got on right now. Then, without asking first, without needing to, he tugs at your shorts, your underwear sliding down with it and leaving you open and on display. The almost desperate motion of it, the way his knuckles crack with the strength, fingers prying and crooking in, makes the muscles of your back tense a little. You bite at your lower lip, let out a soft chuckle that's all toneless, fading breaths. It probably sounds off, unnatural with the way you can tell you're frowning.

 

He handles your legs, spreads them wider than they already were and your heart is starting to sputter and beat against the brittle cavity of your ribs like you're coming back to life, coming back up for air that only makes the constant, endless suffocation less brutally unfulfilling, contaminated and ripe with precious toxins making your skin paler and your body weak, weaker, after having spent too long lost under murky water. You swallow nothing, throat spasming dryly. 

 

"Wow, someone's eager... I thought you'd bitch and moan a lot more than this. Or could it be that you really do want me? That's disgusting," you say, just to say something, to claw and rip away the silence hanging and swaying like suicide between you, keeping your brother from you. Quickly, and painfully, the only way you know how to do anything on your own. And you could, could say more and mangle up your brother as effectively as a puppet with strings yanked so urgently, so unrelentingly, that it snaps and falls apart. You could do so much more. But you don't, you don't. You just let yourself be taken and used and overwhelmed by your absolute everything. 

 

"Andrew, say you love me." 

 

His jagged fingernails dig, dig into your thighs. "Shut up."

 

"Andrew." The pressure of his grip and the stretch of your split legs makes you squirm, makes you feel like a worm or something pathetic like that. Your mouth slowly twitches, morphs into a sneer that's venom and snakelike. "Say it, Andrew, say it– say you love, love, love me before–"

 

"Before what? You realize you're currently beneath me, don't you?" The underlying meaning of his faintly mumbled words strikes you and settles in your fragile skull like a bullet wound handmade just for you.

 

You feel it bubbling up, starting as a low hum in your stomach to chest, like you're about to cough out and gag some blood or phlegm or bile. And then you're bursting out, suddenly, voice pitched to an awful, ear-piercing grate of cackles that would usually have everyone take an uneasy step back and leave you to your own self-inflicted demise. But Andrew doesn't stop, he only takes a moment as you heave contorted laughter, wrists thrashing against the rope and abrading into your skin, uncontrollably, with the onslaught of hysteria coursing through your body, barely comprehending when he drags his hands along the curve of your waist, presses up and up and up until he's got a grasp around your neck. 

 

And, at once, you still.

 

There's a gaping, wavering smile on your lips, still, you can feel it ache against your teeth as he– gently, at first, before turning harsher, rougher– squeezes your throat. 

 

Since when were there tears in your eyes?